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One ! v rcferucil their fader to huy fouies, 

And fend them thither, but at hand at hand, 

En fues his pitteous,and vnp (tied end, 

Emhgapes } 'heli bisrnes, fiends roare, Saints prsy, 

To haue hint fuiftlenly conueyed away. 

Cancel! his bond of lifedcarcGod l pray. 

That I may line today, the dog is dead. 

J$u. O f hou.djdft prophecie the time would come 
That /Ihould wifn-lor fnee to helpe mecurtfe 
Thatbofteld fpiJcr,t.hatfou!e huneli-backctoade. 

^_Mar. /cald thee thcn,vai!'.e flounfli of my fortune, 
I caid thee then poore fliadow, painted Queene, 

T1 te prefentation of, but what / was, 

The fl ittering index a Jir dt dl pageant, 

Onblieau’d a high, to be hurld downe b-low, 

A mother oncIy,mockt with two fweer babes, 
Adreameofwhici) thou wert,a breath, a bubble, 

A figne ofdignittc,a gavifh flagge. 

To be the aime of euery dangerous (hot, 

A Queene in ieaft } oneiy to fill the (ceane: 

Where is thy husband nowpvhere be thy brothers? 
rrhercjg^thy children, wherein doeft tnou ioy ? 

Who fues to thee, and cries God fauc the Queene ? 

Where be the bending peeres that flattered thee ? 
where be the thronging troupes that followed thee ? 
Decline all this, and fee what now thou art, 

For happy wife, a moftdiftrctled widow : 

For ioy full mother, one that wailcs the name : 

For Queene, a very Catiue crownd with care : 

For one being fued too, one that humbly fues : 

For one ccmmaundmg all, obeyed of none : 
Foroncthatfcorndat me, now fcornd ofme. 

Thus hath the courfe of iuftice wheel’d about, 

And left thee but a very prey to time, 

Hauing no more,biit thought of what thou arty 
To torture thee the more, being what thou art. 

Thou didft vfurpe my place, -rid doeft: thou not 
Vfurpe the iuft proportion of my forrow ? 


Now 
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ofRichard the thrid. 

Now thy proud nccke, bearcs halfe my burthenedyoke. 

From which ,euen here, I flip my weary necke. 

And leaue the burthen of it all on thee : 

Farewell Yorkcs wife,andjjQueenc of fad mifcbancc, 
ThefeEnglifh woes, will make me fmile in France. 

JQit. O ihou well skild in curfes,flay a while, 

And teach me how to curfe mine enemies. 

Alar. Forbcare to fleeo the qjgly .and fa ft the^a^ 
Compare dead happineile with liuingwoe, 

Thiakc that thy babes were fairer then they were, 

And he that flew them fowler then he is : 

Bcttring thy Ioffe makes the bad caufer wor.fr, ^ 

Reuoluing this, will teach thee how to curfe. 

gu, My words are dull, O quicken them with thine. 
■QMa. Thy woes wil make them fharp,& pierce like mine. 
But. Why (hould calamitie be full of words ? Exit. Mar . 
£)u. Winuieatturniesto your client woes, 

Aicrie fuccceders of inteftate ioyes, 

Poore breathing orators of miferies, 

Let them haue (cope, though what they do impart 
Helps not at all, yet do they cafe the heart. 

Dut. if (o,then be not toong-tide,goe with me. 

And in the breath of bitter words, lets Another 

My damned fonne, which thy t^ofcg^ lmothred : _ 

I heare his drum, be copious in cxclaimes. 

Enter King Richard marching with Drumimt 
andTrumpets. 

Kin Who intercepts my expedition? _ ^ 

Dut. A (lie, that might haue intercepted thee, 

By ftrangling thee in her accurfed wombe, 

From all the (laughters wretch, that thou haft done. 

£gu. Hid’ ft thou that forehead with a golden crowne, 
Where flioulJ be grausn,if that right were right, 

The (laughter of the Prince that owde that crowne. 

And the dire death of my two Tonnes, and brothers : 

Tell me thou villaine flaue, where arc my children? 

Dut, 
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